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Summary: Peter is a demi...god? No. A demititan. Son of Kronos, in 
fact... After the summer when Luke betrays Camp Halfblood, feelings 
against Kronos run high (of course they do) and Pete, not that he's 
done anything wrong, will be caught up in them. It's an overused 
commodity, but bear with me, okay? (gods almighty that is one cliche 
sentence) 


Acceptance 

AN: 

The contents of this chapter will seem awfully familiar because it's 
practically the same scene as in The Lightning Thief. 

(Don't worry, I have a plot plotted out) 

Anyway, just leave a short review (or a long one, if you'd like) of 
anything helpful. Even a rating is fine (I don't see why it wouldn't 
be) 

I don't know why I would need to inform you that I don't own this 
franchise . 

Anyway, enjoy 
(hopefully) 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Peter Griffin Soyl was angry. 

He wasn't just angry, he was bristling. Blowing his top. 

Red with anger, Pete rose up from that cafeteria seat of his and 
turned toward his smirking teaser. 


Eists balled. 



Ready to fight. 


Just a couple hours earlier, Peter was determined to have a good day. 
His mom packed him lunch and handed it to him as he sped off, 
determined not to miss the oh-so-important middle school bus. 

It was field trip day. 

They were going on a trip to a Greek exhibit in the nearby local 
museum as suggested by Mr. Brunner, and Peter was determined to have 
a good time. I mean, how could he not have a good time? Greek 
mythology was, by far, his favorite thing to talk about. Mr. 

Brunner's Latin class was amazing; he couldn't get enough of the 
devout teacher and his extravagantly interactive lesson plans 
day-by-day . 

He had withstood the mocking on the bus to school; He withstood the 
mocking before the bus load-up, the mocking on the bus to the museum, 
the mocking when they unloaded, the mocking when they entered, the 
mocking throughout the introduction video, the mocking through the 
main hallway, and the mocking all the way through the exhibits. 

It was surprising Pete had withheld his furious anger for 4 hours 
straight, but the sandwich pieces really tipped him over the edge. I 
mean, come on, flicking sandwich pieces into Grover's hair was just 
cruel . 

And so he stood there, red as fire, the world almost feeling like 
slow-motion, glaring at his tormentor, Pat, and her stupid, ugly, 
annoying, fat face and decided he wanted to punch her right above her 
nose, in between her eyes. 

So he did. 

Hard . 

Quite hard. 

He knew he'd get at least a suspension just by looking at Pat's face, 
bloody from the impact of the punch. 

He knew he'd get at least a 3 day suspension just by feeling the pain 
in his fist. 

He knew he'd get at least a week suspension just by looking at the 
intense glare Mrs. White, the old, boring social studies teacher, 
gave him from the top of the stairs. 

"Come here, Peter." 

A gulp, then slow trudging. Progressing up the stairs toward certain 
punishment. He counted the steps to his doom on the way up. 20 
steps... 15 steps... 13, 10, 8, 6, 4, 3, 2, 1... He caught a 
disapproving glance from Mr. Brunner as he slipped into the other 
room, but as he turned. . . 

Mrs. White had turned into a demon. Her face was distorted and wings 
were sprouting out of her back. Peter cried out as he turned to run 
towards the door, Mrs. White quickly swooping towards him, a 



desperate running that wouldn't get him anywhere near the door. The 
door opened when he was halfway there, Mrs. White almost fully caught 
up with him, with a concerned Mr. Brunner who pulled out a sword - 
wait, a sword? from where? - and slid it to Pete. Pete ducked - a 
smart move considering that a moment's hesitation would have gotten 
him killed - slid toward the sword, picked it up, turned around, and 
hesitatingly plunged the sword into a transformed Mrs. White. 

The ash from her remains fell around him. 

When he came back downstairs, confused and distraught, what he saw 
only distressed him more. Pat was fine and back in her seat, Mr. 
Brunner was looking as if nothing had happened, and there was a 
stranger dressed up as if she was the social studies teacher. All of 
the students treated her like she was, too. He took his seat 
again . 

"Peter Soyl, why did your restroom break take so long?" 

The calmness in Mr. Brunner's voice startled him, and when he glanced 
up at him, Peter saw a look he couldn't quite place. 

" . . . Sorry, Sir" 

He smothered his rage while Pat snickered and turned to face 
Grover . 

"Hey Grover, " 

"What?" 

"Where did Mrs. White go?" 

Grover stammered and looked startled as he answered. 

"What do you mean? Who's Mrs. White?" 

"The social studies teacher, of course, " 

"Wh- What? Ms. Rod's our teacher..." 

"Oh come on, Grover" 

"Wh- What do you mean?" 

"You know there was a Mrs. White." 

"NO I DON'T!" 

Pat 

sniggered . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

The nerd part of me is overjoyed that the story part of this has 
exactly 3^6 words. 


I'll try to get a second and third chapter as soon as I can, and 
depending on what I decide... 



End 
f ile . 



